THE BIRDS, 1088-1109

O the happy clan of buds

Clad in feathci ,
Needing not a woollen vest in

Wmtiy weathei ,
Heeding not the waim fai-flashing

Summer lay,

For within the leafy bosoms
Of the flowery meads I stay,
When the Chinuper in ecstasy

is shiilhng forth his tune,
Maddened with the sunshine,

and the rapture of the noon.
And I winter in the caverns'

Hollow spaces,

With the happy Oieads playing, and in Spring
I ciop the virgin floweis of the myrtles white and tender,
Dainties that aie fashioned in the gaidens of the Graces.

Now we wish to tell the Judges,

in a fuendly sort of way,
All the blessings we shall give them

if we gam the prize to-day.
Ne'er were made to Alexander

lovelier promises or grander.
First, what every Judge amongst you

most of all desires to win.
Little Lauriotic owlets0

shall be always flocking in.
Ye shall find them all about you,

as the dainty brood increases,
Building nests within your purses,

hatching little silver pieces.
Then as if in stately Temples

shall your happy lives be spent,
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